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‘You feel that, Harry? Bruce murmured playfully as he rolled his hips forwards, feeling the impossibly tight 
walls clutch as his rock hard length. 


Steve let out a meak whimper; squeezing his eyes shut, his hands curled so tightly his nails dug into his palms. 
There was a sheen of sweat layering his forehead, glueing dark bangs that were still damp after the show to 
his forehead. His breathing came in heavy pants, cheast heaving with each breath. He knew Bruce had said he 
would get him back, the words tauntingly whispered into his ear on stage after half the set was through. The 
bassist had spent the rest of the show half hard, body buzzing with arousal and excitement as he watched 


the singer jump around, overly energized as always. 


Now, he squirmed against the younger man, the arm around his waist securing his position as he sat back on 
Bruce's lap, back to the singer's chest. The sweat damp fabric of their thin black tanktops was the only thing 
to keep their bodies apart, and Steve trembled as a small but firm callused hand slid up under his own. It 


followed the trail of hair up towards the chest area and pinched a tight pink nipple. The act made the bassist's 
cock jump, fat globs of precum dribbling from the head when the singer shifted again, his shaft stretching the 


taller man's insides wide. 


Steve grunted, frustrated by his lack of vision, he twisted his head but the blindfold Bruce had handily made 
out of his the West Ham striped bass strap cover restricted his vision Everything was darkness. He couldn't 
touch the other man either, his wrists tied snugly together with a spare guitar wire. Hidden away in the 
backroom, Steve bit his bottom lip to silence the moan that threatened to spill as the singer moved briefly 
beneath his weight, adjusting the angle. 


‘Taste fucking delicious, the younger man remarked as he leant in to drag his tongue along the side of the 
bassist's neck, nudging the thick dark curls aside. 


‘Bludi ‘ell..' Steve gasped in turn, fingers twisting his nipples as teeth nipped his pulse point. 


Then, Bruce began to roll his hips in a firm rhythm, giving the bassist no further heads up - which might 
have been needed seeing as the singer had purposely used a very scarce amount of saliva in place of the 
more traditional lube - beginning to snap his hips forwards in short, powerful stabs. Steve's head dropped 
forwards, shoulder sagging as he was attempting to rut back against the friction. It stung, made him feel sore, 
but at the same time the pressure applied to just the right spot was heavenly. It made the older man shudder 
fullbody, his toes curling as much as they could still trapped in his black trainers. 


‘You fancy that..*' 


The singer purred, his free hand dropping down to the bassist's exposed groin. With his cargo shorts tangled 
around his ankles, Steve was more than exposed enough to the palm that now cupped his heavy, tight balls, 
firmly squeezing and rolling them. The pad of a course thumb travelled up and down the seam separating the 
orbs, and the taller man felt his hips stuttering, torn between pushing down to feel more of the hard cock 
inside of him and the teasing hand amping him up. Two fingers pressed down to the sensitive spot behind 
Steve's balls, synched with a rough snap of powerful hips, and Steve's breath hitched. 


‘Tell me, Harry. You fancy this..?* 

Bruce's voice was husky with unhinged lust, naughty and teasing, excited by the way his partner was reacting. 
Sharp teeth nipped at Steve's earlobe, hot wet kisses pressing to his neck as the hair was swept aside. The 
chilly air of the room was a stark contrast to Bruce's heated body behind him, the singers hefty balls nudging 


snugly against his crack below the spot where his engorged cock was buried to the hilt. 


'Y-yeah.. fuck, yes. Steve finally caved in, moaning as a final pinch was delivered to his nipple, the tank top still 
pulled up above his chest area, both perky purple nubs peaked and on display. 


‘Want to cum for me?! 


Strong, determined fingers closed around the bassist's twitching shaft then, trailing languidly in a loose ring 
upwards until the thumb grazed the tip. The sensations made Steve struggle feebly against his confines, 
writhing. The voice dripping sultry words into his ear made bolts of liquid lust pour down his spine, stabbing his 
balls to make them pull up even tighter, his cock swelling to its bursting point but allow no release. Not so 
much as a touch, and Steve knew he wasn't allowed to play with it. If he did, it was game over. He'd end up on 


his knees with a mouth full of cum, his ass empty and aching to be filled. 
‘Answer me. Do you want to cum for me, Steve? 


Bruce was more demanding now, his free hand taking a rough hold of the older man's jaw. He might leave 
bruises that would be difficult to explain in the morning, and gather a lot of odd looks from the makeup 
department. Still, as his foreskin was pulled back, the singer's thumb pressing down to the little slit at the very 
tip of the head and smearing the precum, Steve keened. Nodding frantically, he felt his eyes water, his thigh 
muscles taut with strain. The thumb trailed slow circular motions over the spot until wetness soaked through 
the taller man’s blindfold, until his bottom lip was quivering, until his entire body was jittery with impendning 
orgasm. A release that wouldn't come, as the thrusts inside had stilled. 


‘That a yes?! 


Raising his hand, Bruce brought it up to Steve's face, pressing the sticky thumb to the bassist's quivering lips, 
a small groan of approval slipping from the younger man's lips as the older greedily sucked the digit into his 


mouth, tongue swirling as he tasted himself. 


‘Better than nothing, the singer stated, urging the bassist up until they were barely even connected anymore, 
Steve half standing on wobbly legs. ‘Let's work out a better angle for this, eh? 


The head of Bruce's thigh cock was barely even grazing the tiny pucker located between Steve's tight ass 
cheeks as he was redirected, whimpering at the loss. He needed the final stroke or he'd go insane, he'd lose his 
mind with lust and arousal. Trying not to stumble on his own shorts, the bassist let the singer guide him up 
and around, forwards until he was instructed to raise his arms. His forearms touching cold bare concrete, the 
older man hissed, the chill creeping into his skin He knew what came next however, pressing forehead to the 
wall and bending to stick his ass out. A harsh, forceful slap to his right ass cheek that made the skin throb 


and buzz. 


Steve's surprised yelp got caught in his throat however, when the singer reentered him in one fell swoop. It 
was harsh, and Bruce picked up a frantic, violent pace from moment one. Each hurried stroke brushed the 
older man's prostate, nearly rubbing it raw in the process, and the bassist found it difficult to stand up, 
bending one leg and raising it, balancing his knee against what he assumed was an amp. Must have been where 
they'd been sitting before. The new angle made Steve tighter, and a shudder of dark pleasure simmered 
through him when Bruce moaned throatily, his deep voice vibrating through both their bodies. 


The singer's chest was flush against his back, and soon a hand found his cock, pulling it in the same hurried 
pace as the thrusts. Steve saw stars, the blood pounding in his head, his cock jumping and throbbing tidally. 


Each upstroke had the thumb grazing the erogenous head, and the older man's breaths became high pitched 
gasps. He felt the fire, felt the tightening in his groin area that was the beginnings of his orgasm. It travelled 
through his balls, up the length of his cock like a wildfire. Teeth found his shoulder and he was gone for, 
spilling rope after rope of thick burning cum over the hand milking him dry. 


Bruce's name was a hitched groan on his lips, and soon he was filled with the other man's completion, owned 
and feeling as if he finally belonged to the younger man. No one else would ever know how much he enjoyed 
being fucked, how thoughroughly he longed for each time Bruce would trap him one on one and screw him until 
he couldn't walk straight. 

‘Mine: 


It was only one word, so harshly spoken, but Steve knew exactly what it meant. 


